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“That’'s what my father always sald!
Your career; your life! Where does
your wife come in?"

“You come in precisely where you
gay you want to come In, Grace. We
get what we earn In this world, 1Ii
vou leave me and take up o life which
I can’t share, If you leave my house

and den’t care for what I ean give !

vou—why there's not much left to talk
shout as to whera you come in,
come in here. ! belong over there.'

“Yeu're selfish!  All men are, 1
think." .

“I'm not going to argue about that
in the least, Grace, except o gay that
it's the Rawn half of vou that suid
that.
anything but ts cwn ‘part of the
world. It waen't the Rawn half of you
that I married. You were different,
then. You're not mush like your moth:
er, Grace! And I married the part
of you that was like your mother, She
was a good woman, and a good wife."

“You must not speak of her!"

“Oh, yea, I must, el 1 shall when
1 Uke. It's all Ir evidence. There's
the record.” He nodled toward the
two dim figures at the other end of
the gallery, "She's very Leautiful, yes,
very beautiful!" His eyes lingeroed on
the figure of Virginia Yawn, faintly
outlined, cool In gatin and laces,

"She'd like to hear you say that!™
eneered the wife.

"I perceive, my dear, that you two
love each other very much. But as
I was saying, you don’'t seem to me,
Grace, to be much like your own moth-
er—you're more like your stepmother,
over there, in some ways. Your mother
didn't change. She made good—it
you'll let me use some more faclory
slang—on the old ways, on her own
old lines. That's what [ call c¢lass,
breeding, bload, If you lke—just plain
North American - glncerity and sim
plicity. She didn't pretend, she didn’t
try to climb where she knew she
couldn’t go. That's what I call blood!"

“Thank you! You're sincere also, at
least.”

He seemed not to hear hor. He
went on. Bul you've chauged. You
dropped me, Your bexd was turned
with all this sort of thing, d
Since these things are true, are jyou
coming back o me?" Ha Yours him
sel{ wrenching his eyes away rrom (he
cool, dim figure far down the loag gal
lery.

She stralghtened up suddenlv. pale
“Back!—to that? To live In that
hole—?"

"Tes, Just back to that, Grace. It's
all I have to offer you. Just that hole.”

“I'm not happy here”

“Then why do you stay here? Why
don't you come back to me?”

“Because 1 couldn't be happy over
there any more, either! 1 know it |
admit It. It's got me—I couldn't gn
back to the old ways, the ways we'!
have to live. Why can't you come
here—why doesn't Pa give s money
enough—"

He turned to her now gravely, 1
suppose It's the pace—yes, It's got
you, and a lot of others. But I'm not
taking that sort of money Jjust yeot.
And that doegn't answer my question.
I've come over tonlght to arrive at

You |

The Rawn half of you ecan't see |’

some understanding about us two. 1
want to know where | am. There lrn}
koing to be changes, one way or an-|
other.”

She turned to him suddenly again. |
“What's wrong over at that factory,!
Charley ™ she asked. “Why haven't!

you made good before this? Ay (o

L |

*I haven't Been Bought and Pald For,
Myself.”
ther has been on the point of tearing
up things a dozen times! He's sore
Al you—awlully sore
“Yea? How do you know I haven't
made good ™
“Then why has Pa talked so?"
“For the very good reason that he
_ doesn't know any better than to talk
that way. He hasn't got any more
sense. He didn't talk that way to ma." |
“Then you have got it--you've made
the discovery—It'll work™
“Our machines not only will work,

but have been working,” said he calm- |

Iy, I haven't seen At to tell your fa.
ther, I'm golox 10 el You Bowered.

first. If I haven't heen a competent
manager, let him get some one more
competent. Il take what I know with
me in my own heady I'm saylng to
you, his daughter, that I worked out
thils Idea, mysell, and all he ¢id waa
to ge* the money in the first place for
it. For that reasgon ! call this {iscov-
ery mine, to do with as I like. 1
haven't been bouzht aad pald for. my-
gelf. 1 don’t want money when it
costs too much, I've just begun to un-
derstand things lately."

“Yes, I've worked it out into prac-
tical form,” he concluded, as she sut
gilent, “Your father never did and
never ean. He's got to come to me,
to me, right here. Bince you drive
me to It, I'Il just tell you one thing.
I've had thies whole thing Iz my own
hands for more thon eight months!
The comnany docsn't know it, he
doegn't know If, no one knows it, 'yve
been Just waiting--to sve whether |
had a wife or not.”

"You never told? Then you've been
Jdigloyal, you've been a coward! You
Aouk his money—"

“All right," sald Halsey suddenly,
grimly, “that's all 1 nacd. 1 see, now
11 know what to do now."

"Hut you didn't tell father!™ eha
went on flercely. “And we ull knew
thow much has been depending on that
factory. Weren't we &ll in that—
didn't we all help, from the very fratt
Din't 17"

“Yes, you did, you and your moth
er,”” sald Halsey. "You've had or wil'
have &l! you earned. She got divorced
Jdrom her husband, you muy get di
vorced from me! I8 a fine world
isn't it? We've all been olinsing for
more money. Well, here we are!

There's & couple over there, here's an |

‘other ene here. Fine, o't it

“But Charles!” She moved toward
him and luld a hand on his erm. “You
don't stop to reflect on what you are
saying! If you have that secret it
your hands, why, don't you see—don'l
you gee—-"'

“What do you menn?"

“Why, even Pa will have to come
to you! You won't be poor then'

“l should say be would have tc
come to me!” gald Charles Halsey
glowly. “Yes, 1 dare say. I dare eay
also, 1 could make a lot of mone)
whether he did or didn't.”

“Listen, Charley.
thing, and he wants everything.
my father, hut he doesn't care. He—
he sold me out. What do we owe ta
him and her? What did he do to m»
mother? 1 tell you, he thinks of nc
one but himself. Yot you and [—we
who found that ldea and worked It out
who have it in our own hands now, as
you say—you and 1 have got the whig
In our own hands now, it seems tc
me‘ll

“You ralk uxcellent business sense
Mrs. lalsey. 1 compliment you. 1t
peems that vou begin to discover eome
thing in yourr husband and his possk
bilities.
light me!"”

“Weil, ! didn't know, you eee” she
murmured, pawing at him veguuoly, io
a fitful and inefficient easay nt some
poquettigh art, grolesque In these cone
ditions, :

She was a woman of small feminine
charm at best. She sat there now, L
gular, stiff, unbeautiful, the sort ol
woman no clothes can make well
dressed. Already she had disclosed
somawhat of her soul. What appesl
tnen, physical, emotlonal, moral
could she make to him—a student, &
ristonary, an ldeallst—at such a mo
ment? And did there not remain thal
fame ceool, distant figure from whow
he had so constantly to wrench his
eyes—and his heart? Yes; apd his
Leart! Halsey's face was dull red
He was unhappy. The world seomed
10 kim only a hideous nightmare, full
of disappointments, injustices, ol
wrongs that cried aloud for righting
Ah, the comparison now was here, fait
and full and unavoldable!

“No, you didn't know,” sald hs
elowly. “A lot of people don't. Now
let me tell you a few things more. You
didn't know that something like a year
ugo your father told me that heo'd
make me a present of fifty thousand
dollers the day 1 could run a car fromw
the factory to this place on a chargn
taken from our own overhead recelver
motors,"

“A start for a million dollars!” she
murmured. “You get that—when you
succeed T

“Yes, that is to eay, T could Lave
hud that any day in the wfek these
past sight months—if he really has
got that much left where he can real-

He's

fze on It. He's pretty well spread

out.”

“Then you have had it—what have
you done with the money?"

“l presume 1 look as though I'd
spent or could spend a mere fifty thou-

sand dollars or so, don’t 17 was his

quiet answer, “No, | dido't have It,
and I huven't got it, I'l! say this much
to you, however, that 1 ran my little
old car here tonight on & charge tok:
en out of ene of the overhead recolver
motors of the International Power
company—a motor compleled on my
own ldeas, and by my own hands, It's
mine, 1 tell you—mine.”

“Charley!" she ecaught him by the
wrists, with both haunds, eagerly, “You

can glve me the things I've gol used
| to having!

'l go back—oh! I'll go
back--we'll go on together! 1 hate
hor so--you don't know!™

“That's nice of you, Grace; but
you've guessed wroug.
‘that fifty thousand yet."

“But you can have.”

“Yoo, | can. What could 1 buy with
it? For one thing, 1 could buy back
jny wife?”

“PBut Charley! We're rich! You've .

Buccesded!”

“No, 1 am poor, I've falled. I'm
Just beginning to see how much I've
failed!™ ‘ .

“If you don't tell me the truth about
Abls I'V do It mysolf!” she exclaimed

He's got every |

It's @ trifie late, but you de !

I've not got

| "
TeS—— that an thld was my ldea from the! flercely. “You've not been wymi—

you've taken pay!"

, “Your father took his pay from
me,” wag his hall-savage answer,

“He's besn pald enough! As for me,

1 don't want any more of (his sort of

pa‘y'n
" *“What are you gelng to do—you're
not going to sell out to some one
elge?

“No, my dear, I'm not golng to do
precizely whoi you suggested I should
do Just a4 momont sgo. 'm nol going
to sell out. 1 could do that. too, and
make wore than wuny fity thousand.
The foreman in our faetory,
knowe very little, ean gell out to-mor-
row morning for ten thousand dollars,
muybe double or Lreble that now, The
! watchman on our door can gell out

when he iikes. We can all sell out,

pny of uis sell out, Dut we haven't!

IT there baz been any =olling ont it

who |

has been done by those who buiit this |

plien hove ~the piree which you ‘ound
beiter than the bust home T could of-
fer vou."

She sat back etiff, ellent, =zomhor.
“You—you never mean ihat you are
| gning to throw this away, then!" she

psked ot Jength., “What carthly good

will that do? Pa'll have it out of you
somehow! I'll—1"m: geing to tell him!"

“Try it said Charles Halsey, eas:
Wy,

She had cournge.
called out.  “Pa!
once!"

Rawn rose suiddenly up from

“Father,” she
Come here=at

Lls

DUKEd D WItD envy At N8 W e
gion house beyond the curviug lines
jof ehrubbery, brillinntly [Humineted
now, the pieture of beauty and ease,
of prace ann content. More then one
foftvolced woman murmured, “Besuy-
tiful!" as she passed. More than
one man, more than one woman, €h-
vied the ownera of this palace, |

“Ie's awfully gone on Lils wile, they
fay.” commented one young natron,
much as many did. “Not *hat [ see
much In her wmyeell although slie
seems to have a sort of way about her,
afler all.” |

“Lucky beggar!" growled her hus.!
baud. !

“Yes, they're both lucky.” |

That ooth Mr. and Mrs. Rawn were
lecky seemed to be the consensus of
opindon of the procession of those
pussing at _his moment gloneg  the
great driveway, and hence  looking
npon the reay gtage of the deama then
In progresa. Bul chey saw ao dramn.
The evening was leautifal. The spot
wag one of greal weauly, Apporently
ull wae peace gnd content. There vas
a0 drama visible, only o stage set for |

a eceno of happiness, ‘

Yet, two hundeed yards from the
point of this beliof, on the stage of |
the dimly-lighted gallery fuclig the
luke, the comedy of iife and wnbition
or gueeess and sorrow, moved Uriaklve
moved, indeed, to its appolited gnd
inevitable end.

Rawn's volee, harsh, half enimal in

fts wuvagery, wakened rome sudden

chalr at the startling quality In ber | kindred savagery In wounz ilulkes's

volee.  “What's  that, Grace?” he
cailed across the long gallery.

“Come here, I want you! We've got
rometiing to say to you."

Huisey sat moticnless,

Rawn approached slowly, obvioualy
annoyed il e Important—" he hi
gan.  He had found love-making to his
young, wifu especially delicious this
evening, although he mistook her
gtrange sllence and  preoceupation
mirely for wifely coyness.

t and rising, clutched at his arm,
“Well, then, what's it all
what's it about? Come, come!"
| "Charley's done it, hie's got t—he's
got the machines finished-—over
there—!" Her voice was almest o
serenm, hoarse, ¢rosking, She stood

bent tense.

“What's that?" demanded Rawn
“What do you mean? Is that the truth,
hoy 2"

“He came over In hle car, under In.
ternntional overhead—he told me so,
right now," ghe wont on, lalf hyster-
feally. “You owe him moncy—a lot,
| @ pile of money—he told me so right

about,

now—it's worth more than any fifty
thousand, Oh, we're going to have
| money too. You seol™

Itawn chooe oX her arm and half
| flupg her back in her chalr, “What's

thiz ubout, Halscy?" he sald. “Is it
true?"

Helsey uwodded culmiy, but sald
nothiug.
| lawn half-assafled him, his large

| hend on his shoulder. “Did you get

| the current?” he demanded. “Did you
really coiae over under power out of
ano of our overheads?™

“Yes, tonlght,” sald Haleey., *“Oftez
hefore”

“Why, my boy., my boy!" begar
John Rawn. At once he stoed back
large, complalsant, Jubllant, “My boy!*
was all he could eay. Not even his
goul could at cneo figure out in ful
acceptance all the future which these
gquiet words implied.

| "Come!"™ he explained after a mo
ment, exeitedly., “Lot's get to the tel
ephone! 1 want the wires right away!
I'll make a, milllon out of this befors
morning!"

“And write me a check for my fAfty
thousand to-nlght 2" smiled Halsoy,

“Surely I will—I've told you '
would—I'll do more than that—1T
make It a twenty-five thousand extre
for good measure. I'll have the check
tuken care of to-morrow at my bank
as soon as | can get downtown! Oh
thingsll begin to bappen now, I prom
lse you!"

“l wouldn’t be In too big a hurry tec
use the wire, Mr, Rawn,” snid Charle:
Hulsey quletly. “Aud never mind
about that check.”

“What do you mean?
1o try to hold me up?”

“No, I'm not going to try to hold
you up at all. If thers’s any question
about that porsibility, I can get a mil
lon tomorrow as eusily as | ean any
fraction of a mlillion to-night, Mr.
Rawn, and It's just us well you should
kuow that, perbaps.”

“A million?" eroaked John Rawn
"You'd sell us out?"

“No, I gald. I'm not golug to sell
| you out, Mr. Rawn. And you're not
| golng to buy me out."

l “Of course not, of course nol”™
langhed Rawn hoarsely. “You don't
understand me.”

“You haven't understood me elther,
Mr. Rawn. Now, what would you do

You're golng

“It Is important!” Grace exclaimed; | again,”

I

soul. In a flash the spnrk rose ba-,
tween steel and flint.  'Tha accumuy. !
luted resentment of wany duyvs made
tinder enough for Halsey now. |

“All right, Mr. fawn,” ssid he, lls
head dropping, his chin extended, “o
on with the killing now,
I'm golng to tell you vight here, that
fort of talk will do #ou no pood. If
you kill me vou kil my scc#ot. It
{sn't yours, and nelther you nor any
other man I8 apt lo set it going

“You hound, you cur!” hzlf sobbed
Rawn. His daugater gtood, tense, sl
lent, unnoticed at his elbow,

“Thank you. Now, I'll tell vou. 1
dismantled every aotor, nnd I'm never |
going to bulld them again for vou. I
meant every word of what I suld. Also
I mean this!”

As he spoke he roge and struck
Rawn full In the face with his half-
clenched hand. The sound of the
blow could have been heard the whole
length of the gallery—was =0 heurd,
An Instant later, half roaring, John
Rawn closed with the yYounger mbn,

The women, plucking at their army, |
could do nothing to separate the two,
indeed were not noticed in the strug
gle. As to that, the whole matter was
over In an instant. Halsey was far
the stronger of the two. He oaught |
the right wrist of Rawn as he smote
down clumsily, caught hia other wrist |
In the next instant, aud then slowly,
by shecr strength, forcod him bnek
and down ustlat lngt he crowded him
into the chair which Grace a moment
earlier had vacated, The bouy fingers |
of his hand worked havoe on John
Rawn's wrist, on his twisted arm

Halsey was not so long from his col |
lege athletics, whers e had been weis
come on several teams, He was
younger than Rawn, his body was
harder from hard work and abstem!
ousness, He was the older man’s mas
ter, |

“8it down!" he panted. *1 don't
think you'll do this killing very soon!"

Rawn, for the first time In hie life
faced a situation which he could not
dominate by arrogance and bluster
For the firet time lu his Hfe he had
met another man, body to body, lo
netual physiesl encounter; and that
man was bis master! All at once tha
consclousness of this (lashed through
every fiber of him, bodlly and mental
He had met a man stronger than him-
self—yes, stronger both in body and in
mind. The consclousness of that Iat
ter truth also ennk deep Into hie
heart. It was & mowment of horror for
him. He, John Rawn, master of this
place, rleh, happy, presperous—he,
John Rawn, beaten—sulbdued—Iit could
not be! Heaven never would permit
that!

They all remained tense, sllent, mos
tionless, for just half an instant; it
seemed o them a long time, Halsey
at length etraightencd and turned
toward the door.

“I'm going,” sald he dully.
by, Grace.”

Rawn turned, confured, distracted. |
He cared for no more of the physical
testing of this differcnce, Bual he saw |
Success passing In the reviled figure
of his son-in-law, “No, no!"™ ha eried
~—“Jennle—he fouled mo—but don't
let him go—he'll ruln us, do you
hear?

Halsey was within the tall glass
doora and passing toward the front
entry. He heard the rustle of skirls
back of him and felt & light hand upon

“Good

if I told you that ufter taking my  his shoulder. I

churge for the little car yonder 1

| motor In the shop—destroyed them all
| =locked up the wecret, ended the
| whole game now—tonlght? What
would you say to that?”

“By God! I'd kill you!" sald John

: Rawn,

CHAPTER X1V,

The Step-Motherin-Law,
On this very beautiful evening, In
/this very benutiful scenc—as beautttul
a8 any to be found In il that luxurl
ous portion of a great city represent.
\ing the flower of a great country's
clviliration—Graystone Hall was &
double stage., At the back of the tall
| manslop houss countloss auto-cars
U'passed in berilllant procession, earry-

“Well,” he began; and turning, faced

turned about and dismantled every young Mrs. Rawn!

“I'm sorry.” he stammered, “it's dls.
graceful. 1 beg your pardon with all
my hearl. But I coulda't help It. He
struck me first with what ho sald, He
threatened me. Lot me go. 1U'll never
come back agaln. I'm sorry—on your
account—""

“Charles,” she said softly, "Charley,
walt. Where are you golng?”

“To the divoree courts, and then to
hell™

“Byt you mustn't go away lke this
I'm sorry, too. Walt!”

Suddenly moved Ly some swlilt, Irre-
sistible impulse, perhaps born of this
unregulated scene where all seomly
control seemed set aside, she put both
her white, bare arms about his neck
and looked full iuto his eyes, hor own

(ing countlews men and women, por-| eyes bright. Hoe caught her white
lmul'nm of all the ease and | wrists In his hands; but did not put

luxury that wealth can bring; and of

away her arms. He stood looking at

these who passed. the wmost part Ber, frowning, uncertain. His hend

' you Mke | |

| of us, Charley.

Noned. |
“It'r degrace” hLie sald, “T admit
ft. 1 can't square it any way in the

world. I'm sorry cn your account—
awlnliy sorry!™  Ills blood famed,
flamed.

“Listen!" she said, panting, eager,
her volce with some strange, noew,
compolfug quallty In i, foreign to her
an to hlinself. “You musto't go. You

mustn't vuln the folyre of as oll In
Just o minute of teniper. You mustn't |
ruir yourself, or—me. Bosldes, there's
Girace!™
"Oh, Grace!”
“But she's vour wife
“Not any longer. She's chosen for
Bhe left me and would not |

herself,

come back. I'm going pow. I'm on

my owr from this time* l
“Why not?™ che ashked coolly, “But

why wreak roin onons all? You don't
gtop to think!™ |

N

1
|

||

“Yos, It will set hlm back protty |

budly—" Haolssy nodded towsdrd the
bowed frame ef Rawn, dimly +sible,
in the gallery’s shade, through the tall

glass doora.
|

“You," she sald slowly, “he's my
husband, surely.”

—"Who has given you everything.”

She nodded, Ler arms still about his

Struck Rawn Full in tha Face,

nock. “Let me think this out for all
Keep matters as they
pre unti! § have time to think—won't
you do that much-—just that iittie—for
me?”

His hands were gtill ngon her wrists
18 he lnoked down her from his
helght i nig face frown-
Ing. disturbed. Worn almost to gounts
porg, tull, sinewy, of o certain distine-
toa in look, as he siood there befora
&2 mow an ignovant observer mirht
beve thought tha twe !overn, he her
lover, not bher stepson, she at the least
nis Younger sigter, surely not his
mother by mixed marriage. |

As they stood thus, Rawn turning,
faw them through the tall glags door.
His faci s ohger. “Hs not gone,”
ae whizp ! hoursely to hls daugh-
er, who stood rigid, cloge at his arm.
‘Sshe's got Lim! Wy Jove! She's a
wonder—iny wife, my wife—she'll land

wet
APt

BYES HURLY,

| nim yet—she will!® |

“Do you geo that?” nigscd Grace at |
lust, poloting ot the door, |

"Do 1 seo ll—didn't you hear me? | .

You, of course 1 see 1™

“And you'll allow that, between your £

[a

and wy hushand 2

“Allow l—wife!—why! damn you,
glrl, what pro you talking about—
wives and husbands?—what's that to

do with this? Thero's many o milllon

dollurs up now, 1 tell you. on those
two stunding there, You maks a move
now—sny & word—and I'll wring vour
e, do you hear?” He ecaught her
Ly the wrizt. She sank into a chaly,
tobling Lleakly,

A moment later the two figures bo |
yond ihe door atood a trifle apert, The
arms of Virginia Hawn dropped from
Hrlser's neck: 8She laid a hand upon
his arm and, slda by slde, neither
looking out toward the gallery, they

drew decper into the room, behind the ||

shelter of u heavy silken ecurtaln which
shut off the view.

It was a beautiful night. The long
ludder of the moon lay across the
gently rippling lake, which murmured
nt the foot of Graystone Hall's retain.
ingz sea-wall, The scont of flowers wis
nlout. It was a scene of peaece and
benuty andgeontent, Jehn Rawn and his
duughter romaloed upon the gallery |
fur a time.

CHAPTER XV.
The Second Current.’

“Charles,” sald  Virginta Rawn,
“Charley—" Aund alwoys her whita
hand touched his shoulder, his arm,
kis hand— “You really mustn't go.
Bolleve me, you'll both be sorsy to-
morrow. You don't know what you'rs

doing! You're ouly angry now. You'll
both be sorry.” Her eyes glowed,
evaded,

Halsey sheok his head. *“It's all
over, ¥o far as I'm concerned.” His
eyes glowing, sought hers.

“Why, Charley, boy, that's all fool-
fshness. Don't you know how wrong
it Is to talk in that way? What hasn't
Mr. Rawn dJdone for you? And she's

your wife!™ I

“He has done little for me and much
for himeelf,” he ansWered hotly. “As |

for her, his danghter, she left me for | |

him and what he could give her. Ehe
liked this sort of thing rather mm!
than what 1 could do for her. She |

welghed It up, one side agalnst ahu'l

other, and she chose this. Most
women would, I suppose.”

“Charley, how you talk!™ Her voles,
reproving. none the less was very gen-

tle, very soft. "One wounld think you |

were a rogular misanthrope. The

that sort of a woman becacse I live

here. OF course, nther things hh'lﬁl :.H,";E‘"’

equal, any woman MNkes comfort. Put
(Continued ou Page 4)
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g The officers and directors of this bank
i geek strength rather than mere size,
é and solidity rather than show,

This is a bank for prudent men and
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“f RENFREW 12
DEVONSHIRE __CLOTH

32 INCHES WIDE ,

2}

TUB PROOF 2= SUN PR

We've had such good reports on wearing qualities of

RENFREW
DEVONSHIRE CLOTH

32 INCH

that ws dacided to feature it during the entire week.
Mothars of children, who are especially hard on tub
dresses and play suits, are particularly invited to
come and see this cloth,

Thewell-known RENFREW MILL, which has been
makinz good wash fabrics nearly half a century, has
succeeded in producing the most durable cotton cloth
w2 have ever examined. And at the same time the
mill gives its written guarantee that the colors are
absolutzly Tub Proof and Sun Proof. Should the
colors in any piece of RENFREW DEVONSHIRE
CLOTH rua or fade we will give you new material
free. The colors must be right or the manufacturer
loses.
We are showingz in one of our windows a group eof
‘naw style wash garments of this cloth for ladies, misses
and children. Ycu can get some new ideas from
looking at them---scop in any day this week.
RENFREW DEVONSHIRE CLOTH can be had in
pretty patterns, stripes, checks, plain shades as well
as black and white. All 32 inches wide. Price 25
¢ents per yard. We recommend it for every kind of
wash garment subjected to hard wear.

The Prince Store

OF

S AT S S L L W S

Four Car Loads of Merchandise
in Six Weeks

1 Car of Canned Goods,

Think of It!

5 ks, Wichita Best
Flour 81,50

Gold Bar Brand Finest Fruits Canned

Na. 8 Can Red Pospherries 852, No, 8 Con Bluckberries
¢ v Strawberries . . 30e. "

1 Car Flour

2 Cars of Potatoes

100 1ha. Finest Burbank
Fotatoes $L.00,

e,
2 Cana in Heavy Syrupile
Delicious Gold Bar Pine Apple
No, # Cans, per can 3¢, No 2 Cans, per can 25¢.
Get Into Action Right Now. What you Want
When you Want It

HUGHES & BENNETT

THE PAUDENT MAR SEEKS A SAFE BANK

women known {ar and wide as a **Solid
Institution,”

You will find it to your distinet advan-

tage to I.ugi\; your business carcer with
an account at this bank,

ALAMO STATE BANK, aamocoroo, new mex

A. . BUCK

RESIDENCE
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